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your Sir Charles Grandison. I despise the senti-
ments; they are for women. I have the devil
of a temper and I have never tried to check it.
My mother had it also. For myself I think that
if you understand my temper it is very agreeable.
It makes a change/

* Do you love me?' asked Judith suddenly.
She asked not at all from sentiment, but because
whether he did or not was a practical question of
importance*

* No/ he said.    * No, Judith, I do not.    I
love nobody,    I don't know what it is to love
anybody if by love you mean to be in a fever, to
give up what you want, to run hurrying to the
feet of the beloved.    I have never been in a fever
about any person except to sleep with a woman,
and then it is quickly over.    No, I do not love
you/

*  I see/ said Judith.

* No, but you must understand.    I do not
love you, but I care about you more than anyone
except myself.    I am bad and worthless.    Not
that I am ashamed.    Why should I be?    It is
the colour I was born, that is all.    But I am nearer
having virtuous feelings when I am with you
than at any other time,    I have always thought
that I had no heart as my mother had none.
The  French people are not famous for their
heart*    But at times I suspect that you are giving
me a little.    For example, I have been unhappy
to-day because I hurt you, and I have never before
been unhappy about hurting anybody.    I always
want to come back to, you when I have gone away,